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abstract
A shifting viewpoint transforms into multiple perspectives to explore surface and depth.
By compressing time into an instant, or expanding a moment out in infinite directions, patterns 
reveal and obscure themselves.
A process that is both rational and intuitive emerges through the use of  different systems to 
approach the unknown.
The ocean operates as a metaphor. The beyond guides the search of one who is tethered to the 
shore.
Plastic, linen, silk, elastic, glass, cellulose, protein: fold, curve, bend, distort, resist to create forms 
that are neither unfamiliar nor named.
Blue, blue-grey, blue-green, blue violet, azure, cobalt, sapphire, lapis lazuli, navy, prussian, indigo, 
royal, ultramarine, aquamarine, cyan, cerulean.
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How to become ocean?
Things that I am doing:
Attempting to approach an unknowable natural object (the ocean*1) through multiple modes 
(e.g. scientific, optical, literary, personal, rhythmically, process, mimicry, transcendentally, 
metaphorically, mentally, physically).
Weaving.
Grappling with seemingly incongruous ways of measuring/experiencing time and space.
Writing.
Setting up systems of experimentation and production.
Dyeing.
Exploring the metamorphosis between Line, Surface, and Volume.
Glassworking.
Casting doubt on all systems, processes, modes of working, reasons, and any level of certainty 
that seems to be attained at any point.
* The term ocean may at times stand in for other terms, such as: soul, universe, space, reality, the 
repetition and vibration experienced by atoms and/or stars, primordial muck that life emerges from, the 
coming together of the one and the many, water in other situations, atmosphere, a reflection of the sky, an 
unstoppable destructive force, the most vulnerable ecosystem on the planet, the color blue.
introduction
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I doubt that it is what I present in my disingenuous proposals.
I never find compelling visuals, 
that could be conduits for an urgent meaning,
and then, 
these selected images,
try to bring into forms.
No, 
I have never even given such methods a chance, 
I am not so open minded.
My conscious, hard working mind,
although useful during the stages of follow through,
sorting out the specifics,
tying the knots,
is truly, 
an idiotic organ.
Were I to be honest, 
I merely notice an action take root in my thoughts.
There it is, 
surely repeated many times over 
before I realize it’s happening.
Suddenly I see it standing out from the mental rhythm:
a simple motion that I might do with my hands,
or some pulleys and levers resembling my hands,
resulting in some physical presence.
Something there,
made from some things there.
lens I 
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Were I to be honest, 
I’m just waiting around, 
until I realize that something is already here.
Some action, there it is, I feel it, in my body, in my hands,
and by the time I’ve noticed what’s happening, 
it’s been happening,
subconsciously,
for who knows how long,
as a rhythm emerges from white noise.
15
Perhaps much of it, perhaps too much of it is 
to do with taking every action seriously. To only 
produce something that one could stand entirely 
behind. To only use elements that are crucial. 
To eliminate the arbitrary. To take the time to be 
honest about what each part means. The system 
is more than the sum of its parts.
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Can a work touch hearts 
across the ages? Is its 
ability due solely to the 
institution of museum? 
How does one get in the 
museum? Or is a better 
path the grave sites and 
the landfills? Should 
one create work that 
materially will last?
17
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Or should work be ephemeral and decompose 
before this generation has passed away?
20
It is blue. There’s a wide 
range of colors but they 
all settle into blue. 
21
The sea is barely wrinkled, and little waves strike the sandy shore.
Let’s take a brief look at some of the critical issues,
[He] is standing on the shore, looking at a wave.
[...] about the intense disagreement between Bohr and Heisenberg 
concerning Heisenberg’s uncertainty principle.
Not that he is lost in contemplation of the waves.
[...] For Bohr, what is at issue is not that we cannot know both 
the position and momentum of a particle simultaneously (as 
Heisenberg initially argued),
He is not lost, because he is quite aware of what he is doing: he 
wants to look at a wave and he is looking at it.
but rather that the particles do not have determinate values of 
position and momentum simultaneously.
He is not contemplating, because for contemplation you need the 
right temperament, the right mood, and the right combination 
of exterior circumstances; and though [he] has nothing against 
contemplation in principle, none of these three conditions applies 
to him.
While Heisenberg’s point -- that in measuring any of the 
characteristics of a particle,
Finally, it is not “the waves” that he means to look at, but just 
one individual wave: in his desire to avoid vague sensations, he 
establishes for his every action a limited and precise object.
we necessarily disturb its premeasurement values,
sea
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[He] sees a wave rise in the distance, grow, approach, change form 
and color, fold over itself, break, vanish, and flow again.
so that the more we know about a particle’s position,
At this point he could convince himself that he has concluded the 
operation he had set out to achieve, and he could go away.
the less we know about its momentum
But isolating one wave is not easy, separating it from the wave 
immediately following, which seems to push it and at times 
overtakes it and sweeps it away; and it is no easier to separate 
that one wave from the preceding wave, which seems to drag it 
toward the shore, unless it turns against the following wave, as if 
to arrest it.
(and vice versa)
Then, if you consider the breadth of the wave, parallel to the shore, 
it is hard to decide where the advancing front extends regularly 
and where it is separated and segmented into independent waves, 
distinguished by their speed, shape, force, direction.
--seems at least believable,
In other words, you cannot observe a wave without bearing in 
mind the complex features that concur in shaping it and the other, 
equally complex ones that the wave originates.
Bohr’s point is utterly counterintuitive and unfamiliar.
These aspects vary constantly, so each wave is different from 
another wave, even if not immediately adjacent or successive; in 
other words there are some forms and sequences that are 
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repeated, though irregularly distributed in space and time.
In essence, Bohr is making a point about the nature of reality, not 
merely our knowledge of it.
Since what [he] means to do at this moment is simply see a wave -- 
that is, to perceive all its simultaneous components without 
overlooking any of them
What he is doing is calling into question an entire tradition in 
the history of Western metaphysics: the belief that the world is 
populated with individual things of their own independent set of 
determinate properties.
 -- his gaze will dwell on the movement of the wave that strikes 
the shore until it can record aspects not previously perceived; as 
soon as he notices that the images are being repeated, he will 
know he has seen everything he wanted to see and will be able to 
stop.
The lesson that Bohr takes from quantum physics is very deep 
and profound: there aren’t little things wandering aimlessly in the 
void that possess the complete set of properties that Newtonian 
physics assumes (e.g. position and momentum);
[...] Concentrating the attention on one aspect makes it leap 
into the foreground and occupy the square, just as, with certain 
drawings, you have only to close your eyes and when you open 
them the perspective has changed.
rather, there is something fundamental about the nature of 
measurement interactions such that, given a particular measuring 
apparatus, certain properties become determinate, while others 
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are specifically excluded.
Now, in the overlapping crests moving in various directions, the 
general pattern seems broken down into sections that rise and 
vanish. 
Which properties become determinate is not governed by the 
desires of the experimenter but rather the specificity of the 
experimental apparatus.
In addition, the reflux of every wave also has a power of its own 
that hinders the oncoming waves.
Thus there is still an important sense in which experiments can be 
said to be objective.
And if you concentrate your attention on these backward thrusts, 
Significantly, different quantities become determinate using 
different apparatuses, 
it seems the true movement is one that begins from the shore and 
goes out to sea.
and it is not possible to have a situation in which all quantities will 
have definite values at once -- some are always excluded.
Is this perhaps the real result that [he] is about to achieve?
This makes for two complementary sets of variables: 
To make the waves run in the opposite direction, 
for any given apparatus, 
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to overturn time, 
those that are determinate 
to perceive the true substance of the world beyond sensory and 
mental habits?
are said to be complementary 
No, 
to those that are indeterminate,
he feels a slight dizziness, 
and vice versa.
but it goes no further than that.
The stubbornness that drives the waves to the shore wins the 
match: in fact, the waves have swelled considerably.
Complementary variables require different -- 
Is the wind about to change?
mutually exclusive -- 
It would be disastrous if the image that [he] had succeeded 
painstakingly in putting together were to shatter and be lost.
apparatuses [...]
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Only if he manages to bear all the aspects in mind at once can 
he begin the second phase of the operation: extending his 
knowledge to the entire universe.
and therefore these variables are reciprocally determinable [...]
It would suffice not to lose patience, as he soon does.
Significantly, [...] Heisenberg acquiesced to Bohr’s interpretation: 
it is complementarity that is at issue, not uncertainty.
[He] goes off along the beach, tense and nervous as when he 
came, even more unsure of everything.
From Karen Barad’s Meeting the Universe Halfway
From Italo Calvino’s Mr. Palomar
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I’m out of my element here. 
I’m familiar to a far more 
unplanned zone. I’ve spent 
all these years drawing 
and painting - a situation 
where the less planning and 
strategizing you engage in, 
the better the results will 
be. I’m used to creating my 
colors over the course of 
days, slowly refining them. 
I’m used to building up a 
surface slowly by obliterating 
what I had thought was a 
good idea the day before. 
Somehow, now I miss being a 
painter. What irony, I was so 
miserable back then.
28
Can one have all the colors? 
29
I’d like to imagine that I know about colors, 
That somehow I have a library filled with nearly limitless volumes of colors inside my mind,
That I can think up a color with such clarity,
Who would resolve this situation so neatly.
Knowledge.
Answers.
I have none of those.
I think that I am imagining a color, holding it,
But in actuality it is as constantly shifting as quicksilver.
I only feel I know a color if it is physical, outside my mind.
And I find it impossible to even slightly match a color that was in my thoughts.
I always overshoot it, in one direction or another,
And only by dancing narrowly and wildly around some elusive goal can I hit an acceptable result.
A color that has been through the wringer,
To hell and back,
One with hopes, dreams, expectations, disappointments,
A color that I can look in the eye,
And then, only then, know.
color(s)
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When I think about color (and I think about it often) those thoughts quickly expand:
Frankly, to be honest, really, I never want a specific color, 
I want a catalogue of all colors. 
I wonder what it could even mean to have in one’s possession a singular color. 
It changes in each situation of presentation, of association…
To have a color is only to have its inherent possibilities, and they are almost endless…
But if you have many colors then you can begin to set up compositions, 
and those are what endure throughout the many situations that could occur.
By having many, they each become locked into specific aspects of themselves. 
Identifying themselves by how they are unlike their peers,
They begin to speak.
They are conversing.
By being associated with each other they are more assured of their communal voice.
They are singing,
And there are so many different ways to sing.
Once I have accumulated a set of colors it becomes clear what voices are enabled. 
And I start to hear a tone, or a clash.
One color alone cannot do that,
But the voices resounding together:
Make so much clear so quickly…
I begin to hear the potential for my own voice…
What does it have to say?
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This morning, in between other 
dreams, was one that involved being 
in a pool. I was standing in the pool 
and it was in a very open space, 
perhaps high up? Perhaps it was on 
the roof of a building? It was windy, 
making large waves, and suddenly I 
was pulled under water in a wave. I 
was under and down, at the bottom 
of the pool. It happened too fast for 
me to even close my eyes. I could 
see under the water, how the blue 
green was changed by the depths. 
It looked like the paintings I made 
but somehow beyond them, beyond 
composition, just color. My eyes 
only barely stung. I never wanted 
to leave, I wanted to stay under the 
water and keep looking. 
32
Think of the 
reasons and 
implications 
of the beauty 
of repetition. 
33
34
735
Not pattern for pattern’s sake - no matter what. 
36
There has got to be a reason for the process, without a reason, 
the process - what is it? A security blanket that allows you to 
sleep  through your decisions. There has got to be a reason 
for all the rules, aren’t they stifling? They are only holding you 
back. No one wants to see rules play themselves out in all 
permutations. No one finds that interesting. Or beautiful. Or 
interestingly not beautiful. Everyone finds it boring. Rules are 
boring and indicative of an inferior mind. A sub-par level of 
creativity. Creative people are put on this earth to be creative 
and do whatever they want all the time, call it enlightenment, 
and make some physical manifestation of it so that everyone can 
vicariously live through them. Everyone lives their life obeying 
and protecting rules, status quos, and structures on themselves 
and others and they just want to see a little freedom, a little 
ingenuity from you, that’s what you’re here for. So if you’re going 
to limit yourself to some subset of infinite possibilities, you 
better have a pretty damn good reason for it!
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color/language/dyeing
To fall into colour is to run out of words.
But why, one may well ask, should this progressive refinement 
of color vision not have started much earlier than the Homeric 
period? 
This is the kind of sentence that should be found at the end of a 
chapter or book, not in the middle.
Why did this process have to wait so long to get going, given that 
from time immemorial all things bright and beautiful have been 
blazing us in the eye? 
We have to shift the ground a bit, however, and begin to talk less of 
‘colour’ and more of ‘colours’.
[Gladstone’s] theory was that color -- in abstraction from the 
object that is colored -- may start mattering to people only once 
they become exposed to artificial paints and dyes. 
What is the difference?
The appreciation of color as a property independent of a particular 
material may thus have developed only hand in hand with the 
capacity to manipulate colors artificially. 
If colour is single and colours are many, how can we have both?
[T]hat capacity...barely existed in Homer’s day: the art of dyeing 
was only in its infancy, and almost all the brightly colored objects 
that we take for granted were entirely absent.
Plotinus said colour is ‘devoid of parts’, and this is probably among 
the most significant things ever said on the subject. For Plotinus, 
then, colour was single; it was indivisible. But in being indivisible, 
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colour also put itself beyond the reach of rational analysis -- and 
this was exactly his point.
Merely to be exposed to the haphazard colors of nature, Gladstone 
concludes, may not be enough to set off the progressive training of 
color vision. 
To analyze, after all, is to divide. 
For this process to get going, the eye needs to be exposed to a 
methodically graded range of hues and shades. 
If colour is indivisible, a continuum, what sense can there be in 
talking of colors? 
As he puts it, “The eye may require a familiarity with an ordered 
system of colours, as the condition of its being able closely to 
appreciate anyone among them.” 
None, obviously… except we do it all the time. 
With so little experience in manipulating and controlling colors 
artificially and so little reason to dwell on the color of materials 
as an independent property, the progressive improvement of the 
perception of color would thus have barely started in Homer’s 
time. 
Colour spreads flows bleeds stains floods soaks seeps merges.
The dearth of artificial colors is particularly striking in the case of 
blue.
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It does not segment or subdivide.
Of course, the Mediterranean sky was just a sapphire in Homer’s 
day,
Colour is fluid. Colour is indivisibly fluid. 
and the Côte just as azure.
It has no inner divisions -- and no outer form. 
But whereas our eyes are saturated with all kinds of tangible objects that are blue,
But how can we describe that which has no inner divisions and no 
outer form, like a fog seen from within?
in all imaginable shades from the palest ice blue to the deepest navy,
Colour may be a continuum, but the continuum is continuously 
broken, the indivisible endlessly divided. 
people in Homer’s day may have gone through life without ever 
setting their eyes on a single blue object.
Colour is formless but ever formed into patterns and shapes. 
Blue eyes, Gladstone explains, were in short supply,
From at least the time of Newton, colour has been subjected to the 
discipline of geometry, ordered into an endless variety of colour 
circles, triangles, stars, cubes, cylinders or spheres.
blue dyes, which are very difficult to manufacture, were practically 
unknown,
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These shapes always contain divisions, and these divisions, as 
often as not, contain words. And with these words, colour becomes 
colours. 
Natural flowers that are truly blue are also rare. 
But what does it mean to divide colour into colours? 
On one level, Gladstone was so accurate and farsighted that it 
would be inadequate to class him as merely ahead of his time. 
Where do the divisions occur?
But on another level, Gladstone was completely off course. 
Is it possible that these divisions are somehow internal to colour, 
that they form a part of the nature of colour? 
He made one cardinal error in his presuppositions about the 
relation between language and perception, but he was far from 
alone. 
Or are they imposed on color by the conventions of language and 
culture?
Indeed, philologists, anthropologists, and even natural scientists 
would need decades to free themselves from this error: 
underestimating the power of culture.
From David Batchelor’s Chromophobia
From Guy Deutscher’s Through the Language Glass
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I am very confused. The more that the fabric gets materially to 
what I am trying to convey, the more frequently the Jacquard 
loom gets upset and dislodges the wefts from the rapier hooks. It 
automatically stops and rewinds a pick, but all the stopping and 
starting is causing the loom to overheat. I swear that the content 
of my work is not ‘kill the loom.’ I swear. I don’t know what to do. 
I don’t know if I am truly passionate about anything that I say I 
stand by. I don’t feel that I can trust my instincts at the moment. 
What could I possibly add to textiles? Or the world? I have nothing 
to say, all I do is break things. 
42
What is art doing if it is not actively trying to affect someone? 
43
wave
I know you exist and I know you are there - I just don’t have much time to talk to you, 
to tell you all my plans, my dreams. 
So quickly, 
once I start to speak, 
these intentions newly tied to words 
Fall flat. 
Seem rote. 
This system begins to take on the appearance of a safety net, 
one that I am employing to save myself from ever making anything, 
ever staking a claim 
or position 
But that is not my intention at all! 
I want things to be made and I want to make them, 
and then they will be my own, by the grace of something or other… 
But I know as soon as I open my mouth, that the reasons are disappearing… 
somehow… 
I do not fully understand, 
perhaps I lack the capacity for speaking, for explanations… 
it all falls apart. 
Somehow grasping at it, the water runs through my fingers and escapes me. 
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Before this moment… 
it was all welled up… 
almost overflowing. 
But here I try to say to you what it is that I am trying to do and it seems like nothing… 
I am just damp. 
Everyone is asking: 
is it pouring out? 
And I am trying to respond: 
No, I was just trying to say… 
was just trying to explain… 
what it is that I am doing… 
but I do not know… 
45
Could there be a catalogue of 
potential failures: meaning that 
did not make its way into the 
work, power structures that 
were not overthrown, pollution 
that was not diverted, minds 
that were not opened, eyes that 
did not see?
46
Our minds are capable of so many barriers, 
constantly adjusting thoughts to become 
situationally appropriate. Why am I incapable 
of thinking along certain trains of thoughts 
while here, removed from the sea? How far 
must I be displaced for the memories that 
elude me to reveal themselves once again? 
Am I divided by time into multiple people, 
separated by sheets hanging in midair, feeling 
each other’s outlines through material that 
is sometimes a thick canvas and sometimes 
only gauze. 
47
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749
The shift in color… 
Impossible to compare 
reliably… 
50
Drawing the water again today. 
It is less windy and obviously 
there is more light out. Got 
cloudier over time, apparently 
it will rain tonight. The ripple 
size was a bit more consistent, 
and at first I drew shapes in 
an orderly arrangement. Later, 
I had to rotate the paper and 
draw over things because the 
angle that my hand most readily 
moves with doesn’t go along 
with the angle of the water. 
51
color/colorblind
It seemed to him as if he were driving in a fog, even though he 
knew it to be a bright and sunny morning. Everything seemed 
misty, bleached, greyish, indistinct. (6)
(III,59) In everyday life we are virtually surrounded by impure 
colours. All the more remarkable that we have formed a concept of 
pure colours.
[He] arrived at his studio with relief, expecting that the horrible 
mist would be gone, that everything would be clear again. But as 
soon as he entered, he found his entire studio, which was hung 
with brilliantly colored paintings, now utterly grey and devoid of 
color. (6)
(III,7) One fact is obviously important here: namely that people 
reserve a special place for a given point on the colour wheel, and 
that they don’t have to go to a lot of trouble to remember where 
the point is, but always find it easily. 
It was not just that colors were missing, but that what he did see 
had a distasteful. “dirty” look, the whites glaring, yet discolored 
and off-white, the blacks cavernous -- everything wrong, 
unnatural, stained, and impure. (7)
(III,25) Why isn’t a saturated colour simply: this, or this, or this, or 
this? -- Because we recognize it or determine it in a different way.
His despair of conveying what his world looked like, and the 
uselessness of the usual black-and-white analogies, finally drove 
him, some weeks later, to create an entirely grey room, a grey 
universe, in his studio, in which tables, chairs, and an elaborate 
dinner ready for serving were all painted in a range of greys. [...] 
(10)
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(III,78) The indefiniteness in the concept of colour lies, above all, 
in the indefiniteness of the concept of sameness of colours, i.e. of 
the method of comparing colours.
We accept black-and-white photographs or films because they 
are representations of the world -- images we can look at, or away 
from, when we want. But black and white for him was a reality, all 
around him, 360 degrees, solid and three-dimensional, twenty-
four hours a day. (10)
(III,8) Is there such a thing as a ‘natural history of colours’ and to 
what extent is it analogous to a natural history of plants? Isn’t the 
latter temporal, the former non-temporal?
Subsequently, he said neither “grey” nor “leaden” could begin to 
convey what his world was actually like. It was not “grey” that 
he experienced, but perceptual qualities  for which ordinary 
experience, ordinary language, had no equivalent. (11)
(I,62) The fact that I can say this place in my visual field is grey-
green does not mean that I know what should be called an exact 
reproduction of this shade of colour.
[He] could no longer bear to go to museums and galleries or to 
see colored reproductions of his favorite pictures. This was not 
just because they were bereft of color, but because they looked 
intolerably wrong, with washed-out or “unnatural” shades of grey 
(photographs in black and white, on the other hand, were much 
more tolerable). This was especially distressing when he knew the 
artists, and the perceptual debasement of their work interfered 
with his sense of their identity -- this, indeed, was what he now 
felt happening with himself. (11)
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(I,61) We are inclined to believe the analysis of our colour would 
lead ultimately to the colours of places in our visual field, which 
are independent of any spatial or physical interpretation; for here 
there is neither light nor shadow, nor high-light, etc., etc...
He had often dreamed in vivid color, especially when he dreamed 
of landscapes and painting; now his dreams were washed-out and 
pale, or violent and contrasty, lacking both color and delicate tonal 
gradations. (11)
(I,60) Imagine a painting cut up into small, almost monochromatic 
bits which are then used as pieces in a jig-saw puzzle. Even when 
such a piece is not monochromatic it should not indicate any three 
dimensional shape, but should appear as a flat colour-patch. Only 
together with the other pieces does it become a bit of blue sky, a 
shadow, a high-light, transparent or opaque, etc. Do the individual 
pieces show us the real colours of the parts of the picture?
These first weeks were a time of agitation, even desperation; he 
was constantly hoping that he would wake up one fine morning 
and find the world of color miraculously restored. This was a 
constant motif in his dreams at the time, but the wish was never 
fulfilled, even in his dreams. He would dream that he was about 
to see in color, but then he would wake and find that nothing had 
changed. (12)
(I,59) I paint the view from my window; one particular spot, 
determined by its position in the architecture of a house, I paint 
ochre. I say this is the colour I see this spot. That does not mean 
that I see the colour of ochre here, for in these surroundings 
this pigment may look lighter, darker, more reddish, (etc.). “I see 
this spot the way I have painted it here with ochre, namely as a 
strongly reddish-yellow”. 
But what if someone asked me to give the exact shade of 
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colour that I see there? -- How should it be described and how 
determined?
It had gradually come upon him, during this time, that it was not 
merely color perception and color imagery that he lacked, but 
something deeper and difficult to define. (13)
(I,67) Look at your room late in the evening when you can hardly 
distinguish between colours any longer- and now turn on the light 
and paint what you saw earlier in the semi-darkness. — How do 
you compare the colours in such a picture with those of the semi-
dark room?
He knew all about color, externally, intellectually, but he had lost 
the remembrance, of it that had been part of his very being. He 
had had a lifetime of experience in color, but now this was only a 
historical fact, not something he could access and feel directly. It 
was as it his past, his chromatic past, had been taken away, as if 
the brain’s knowledge of color had been totally excised, leaving no 
trace, no inner evidence, of its existence behind. (13)
(I,58) Imagine someone pointing to a place in the iris of a 
Rembrandt eye and saying: “The walls in my room should be 
painted this colour”.
This resolution was strengthened by a singular experience, about 
five weeks after the accident, as he was driving to the studio one 
morning. He saw the sunrise over the highway, the blazing reds all 
turned into black: “The sun rose like a bomb, like some enormous 
nuclear explosion,” he said later. Had anyone ever seen a sunrise in 
this way before?” (13-14)
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(I,54) It is easy to see that not all colour concepts are logically of 
the same sort, e.g. the difference between the concepts ‘colour of 
gold’ or ‘colour of silver’ and ’yellow’ or ‘grey’.
Life was tolerable only in the studio, for here he could reconceive 
the world in powerful, stark forms. But outside, in real life, he 
found the world alien, empty, dead, and grey. (15)
(I,55) A colour ‘shines’ in its surroundings. (Just as eyes only smile 
in a face,) A ‘blackish colour -- e.g. grey -- doesn’t ‘shine’. 
Helmholtz was very conscious of “color constancy” -- the way 
in which the colors of objects are preserved, so that we can 
categorize them and always know what we are looking at, despite 
great fluctuations in the wavelength of the light illuminating them. 
(22)
(I,36) Whatever looks luminous does not look grey. Everything grey 
looks as though it is being illuminated. 
The actual wavelengths reflected by an apple, for instance, 
will vary considerably depending on the illumination, but we 
consistently see it as red, nonetheless. This could not be, clearly, 
a mere translation of wavelength into color. There had to be some 
way, Helmholtz thought, of “discounting the illuminant” -- and this 
he saw as an “unconscious inference” or “an act of judgement.” 
(22)
(I,37) What we see as luminous we do not see as grey. But we can 
certainly see it as white.
[He], it was clear, could discriminate wavelengths, but he could not 
go on from this to translate the discriminated wavelengths into 
color; he could not generate the cerebral or mental construct of 
color. (30)
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(I,38) I could, then, see something now as weakly luminous, now as 
grey.
This finding not only clarified the nature of the problem, but also 
served to pinpoint the location of the trouble. [His] primary visual 
cortex was essentially intact, and it was the secondary cortex 
(specifically the V4 areas, or their connections) that bore virtually 
the whole brunt of the damage. These areas are very small [...] yet 
all our perception of color, all our ability to imagine or remember it, 
all our sense of living in a world of color, depend crucially on their 
integrity. (30)
(I,40) For the fact that we cannot conceive of something ‘glowing 
grey’ belongs neither to the physics nor to the psychology of 
colour.
A mischance had devastated these bean-sized areas of [his] brain 
-- and with this, his whole life, his life-world, had been changed. 
(30)
(III,80) What makes a neutral colour? Is it something physiological 
or something logical? What makes bright colours bright? Is it a 
conceptual matter or a matter of cause and effect? Why don’t we 
include black and white in the colour circle? Only because we have 
a feeling that it’s wrong?
 Thus the raw output of V1 never appears in awareness for us. But 
for [him] it did -- his brain damage had made him privy to, indeed 
trapped him within, a strange inbetween state -- the uncanny 
world of V1 -- a world of anomalous and, so to speak, prechromatic 
sensation, which could not be categorized as either colored or 
colorless. (34)
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(III,81) There is no such thing as luminous grey. Is this part of the 
concept of grey, or part of the psychology, i.e. the natural history, of 
grey? And isn’t it odd that I don’t know?
At first he was intensely, furiously conscious of what he had lost 
(though “conscious,’ so to speak, in the manner of an amnesiac). 
He would glare at an orange in a state of rage, trying to force it to 
resume its true color. (35)
(III,219) But the sky which illuminates everything that we see can 
be grey! And how do I know merely by it’s appearance that it isn’t 
itself luminous?
Immediately after his accident, and for a year or more thereafter, 
[he] insisted that he still “knew” colors, knew what was right, what 
was appropriate, what was beautiful, even if he could no longer 
visualize them in his mind. But, thereafter, he became somewhat 
less sure, as if now, unsupported by actual experience or image, 
his color associations had started to give way. (35)
(III,64) And we must not forget either that our colour words 
characterize the impression of a surface over which our glance 
wanders. That’s what they’re for.
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Perhaps such a forgetting -- a forgetting at once physiological 
and psychological, at once strategic and structural -- may have 
to occur, to some extent, sooner or later, in anyone who is no 
longer able to experience or imagine, or in anyway to generate, a 
particular mode of perception. (35-36)
(III,302) Would it be correct to say our concepts reflect our life?
They stand in the middle of it.
Similarly, it seemed, [...] if entire systems of representation, of 
meaning, had been extinguished inside him, entirely new systems 
had been brought into being. (41)
 
From Ludwig Wittgenstein’s Remarks on Colour
From Oliver Sacks’s “The Case of the Colorblind Painter”
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Is anything visually fixed? 
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Walking home here, something 
got me started thinking all 
nostalgically about having lived 
by the ocean, frequently the 
scent in the air vividly reminded 
me of how very close it was, 
the ocean, though my location 
might have been far enough 
away to hide it from view, from 
photography, caught up in the 
day to day, my own loneliness, it 
pulled me out and emptied my 
mind of myself, what a pleasure. 
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blue
I’ve got nothing. 
I’ve got a color, 
that’s all I’ve got to show for it. 
The color could have a name, if it wanted to, but sometimes it seems to me as if it doesn’t really 
want that. It is a color that only wants to seem like something, but rather be anything. 
And for that it is nothing. 
No certainty 
No identity 
Unfixed and uncompromising, it sits there without a purpose. Not knowing where it came from or 
where it’s going. It waits for someone to draw up associations, only so that it can deny them. 
It’s a fickle, flakey color and it’s all I’ve got. 
All I’ve got to give? 
No. 
It’s not mine to give. 
It doesn’t belong to anyone, 
and definitely not anyone who would give it a name. 
As soon as it’s named - it’s gone. 
But if you resist naming it, resist claiming it’s creation, it starts showing up everywhere. 
Wherever you look this color is glinting on the periphery, beckoning like a lighthouse on the 
horizon, saying: 
It’s me! 
Here I am! 
Here you are! 
Here’s the way!
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But only if you resist naming this simple color, because if you name it, it folds into itself and 
becomes amorphous, hiding amongst all the unnamable permutations, pointing to something 
else, saying: 
No! 
Over there! 
That’s blue! 
I’m not blue! 
I’m an entirely different color -
Hiding in the muck!
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The ocean - it is 
always out there 
beyond everything 
that I can see and 
cannot see. It is the 
limit of the world 
and the making of 
the world. What 
else is there? 
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Sometimes an upfront declaration 
of intent can work against one’s best 
interests.
65
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I wonder what is out there, 
on the horizon? We can 
never see it any other way, 
never be on that line. Where 
does it go? Each point in 
space has its own unique 
horizon. Perhaps your 
soul locates your body by 
searching for the point that 
has the coinciding set of 
horizons? But why would 
your soul have left your 
body? Where did it go? Why 
did it come back?
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What is it that the loom cannot 
do? Are there any limitations 
beyond warp setup, repeat 
setup, and the capabilities of 
the weft carriers?
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shore analysis
  As is the case for all spaces depicted in literature, the seas, rivers, coasts and islands 
found in novels are at once geographies and topoi; a construction of the mind. Other geographical 
features - mountains, rivers, even islands - might have a habit of disappearing or relocating 
themselves, as their contours are shaped by historical reference, but the primary ambition of 
the rhetorical structures lent the coast a privileged position in geographical discourse. In prose 
fiction, their poetic function is narrative, in a way the coast was an a priori of geographical 
discourse - to help advance the action - a meta-geographical proposition enabling one to say 
something valuable about the geographical phenomena found along it, as well as to convey theme 
and content. 
 A coast was a generalization, an abstraction: a chronotope to characterize the poetic 
dimension to the literary representation of space, but as the medium of connecting isolated 
objects to one another, and specifically its poetic dimension within narrative forms, it was a 
condition of knowledge. The concept (chronos + topos) was an analogue of the associative 
reasoning essential to the orderly process of reason. 
 To fulfill these intellectual ambitions, particularly powerful for narrative, to become an 
image of reasoning, that the representation of space always entails the representation of time, 
the coast itself had to be linearized, time and space are intrinsically connected, reconceptualized 
as a coastline. This was as much, both as literary and conceptual structures, an intuitive aspect of 
chart-making as a representation, reading between the lines, of what had been seen.
 Sketching by eye meant to reduce to a line: at once the time represented in the novel and 
the time in which its events are narrated to reduce a sweep of land to a continuous curve and 
that encompasses other patterns of narration. Shifted around like this, such as the characters 
and plots associated with specific spaces, a seismically sensitive coastline emerges, as well as 
the emotional responses they solicit from the reader, the trace of a repeated hand-eye passage. 
In addition, it’s not going too far to suggest that its logical appeal is partly aesthetic, that the 
chronotope is a figure of thought, its joined-up arabesques, working on the level of the concept 
and ideology, suggesting a sympathetic identification between the manual excursions of the 
cartographer and the mundane voyage of the explorer.
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 The salient feature of these linearizations of phenomena, (the shore, no less than of the 
conventional histories of science and ideas that place them in a progressive line of descent, an 
intensely social space that bears some resemblance to the chronotope of the road) is that they 
correspond in the metaphysical sphere to the laws of motion Newton laid down in the physical 
sphere: they are uniform, characterised by the encounters of habitually separated groups, 
dimensionless, who inhabit the same world but that social stratification keeps apart, and self 
repeating. On the shore, they refer to a time which displays no temporal variation, the scope of the 
social world expands from one society or even several societies to include people from all over 
the globe, to a space that like the grid of the map projection pretends to have no effect on the 
objects it contains, or traffic in the supernatural: pirate renegades and castaways, demigods, and 
magicians. Their continuation, in promoting the contact between different members of the same 
social world, their extension in any direction, offers a good example of  “a contact zone,” and does 
not signify an attractive force acting on them locally but an innate propensity to self-reproduction. 
The result is a liminal space of meeting that has its own geometrical analogue of the doctrine of 
Progress, an irresistible identity even as it is shaped by the forward movement which poses as the 
distinctive unchanging repetition of an initial culture’s impulse it brings together.
 The difficulty of drawing a continuous, liminal zone, dimensionless line bears some 
relation to blue water. The shore is not simply a ticklish problem for the draughtsman: in 
modest compass it describes the logical paradox inherent in Enlightenment epistemology,  
with its disorder and affinity for monsters that cross the boundary between species. A science 
that claimed to be well founded however, had ipso facto to leave no gaps in its reasoning, but 
monstrous creatures like great white whales and cut-throat pirates flourish. If it were to make 
any progress while the shore is a place where the boundaries are tested, it had necessarily to 
begin somewhere and end somewhere else. But for the gap there was nothing to know, only to 
be reaffirmed rather than dissolved. The danger of boundary dissolution is in keeping with the 
geology of littoral territories, but the scope of knowledge was to eliminate it. And the instrument 
of elimination is the continuous line whose unstable contours are affected by the tides and 
subject to erosion from the water and wind.
From Paul Carter’s “Dark with an Excess of Bright”
   From Margaret Cohen’s “The Chronotopes of the Sea”
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Each color is 
surrounded 
by another 
color, and that 
one another, 
until the 
shadow abuts 
the light.
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A group of seagulls had settled 
into my drawing spot when I 
returned. They were hesitant to 
leave. They were picking apart 
a fish carcass on the dock. 
I kicked it into the water. It 
floated.
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swim
With one word I am pulled under again... 
what had made sense did no longer... 
what was coming was making sense again... 
other words creating a dialogue... 
a system of responses... 
water… 
more water than I was expecting… 
filling the air. 
This is what is happening.
This is what these pieces are doing. 
This is what you need to do. 
You need to do this. 
Do this and you will be fine. 
It will all be over, 
The uncertainty, 
Follow this process.
Hold it in.
The air. 
Don’t let it go. 
Use it as a force that will bring you
to where you need to be.
You need to do it this way. 
The other way, 
that new way you were trying to carve out, 
to change things, 
to change the way that things were done, 
examining the questions, 
examining the intentions, 
there is no time for that, 
that’s not the way through. 
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You’re struggling too much, wasting your energy.
Save your breath.  
Those useless statements, 
useless questions, 
useless restraints… 
Let go. 
Let them go.
This situation has its own 
restraints, its own sense of timing 
for breathing and holding in, 
You can’t change it. 
You can’t breathe when you can’t breathe, 
and you can’t afford to not breathe when the water 
pulls away from you.
Seek out that moment 
like an arrow, 
pull it back, 
and release.
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Empty technology, it’s really 
good at making folds in fabrics, 
meaningless folds.
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There are many 
movements, they 
align through 
perpendiculars, 
with each other, 
with gravity. 
One movement 
is downward 
which propels 
an upward lift. 
Down is singular, 
up is multiple. 
Separating then 
rejoining. This goes 
on and it should go 
on steadily, changes 
in tempo could 
cause synapses 
to misfire. Some 
perpendicular 
motions create a 
drawn angle (10° to 
35°) but then the 
switch happens, it 
is locked in place 
and then hit in 
place. Horizontal.
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What can I hope to do 
with textiles or any other 
medium? I do not want 
to give the impression to 
anyone that the world is 
there to give us pleasure 
and peace so that we can 
continue to go about our 
daily lives (destroying 
it). But I know that the 
sublime in art rarely leads 
to action (or perhaps I 
just do not believe myself 
to be capable of making 
anything sublime) and I 
know that throwing data 
at the viewer will only 
shame them and cause 
their minds to close . . . 
Could I just create a little 
opening? Can I just help 
people get ready?
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What needs to be shown is 
what ordinarily cannot be 
seen. 
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perception
Page 68: “The hole being then closed, let him look towards the darkest part of the room; a circular 
image will now be seen to float before him. The middle of the circle will appear bright, colorless, 
or somewhat yellow, but the border will appear red. After a time this red, increasing towards the 
centre, covers the whole circle, and at last the bright central point. No sooner, however, is the 
whole circle red than the edge begins to be blue, and the blue gradually encroaches inwards on 
the red. When the whole is blue the edge becomes dark and colourless. The darker edge again 
slowly encroaches on the blue till the whole circle appears colourless…” (Goethe as quoted by 
Crary)
191. “If anyone looks at the sun, he may retain the image in his eyes for several days,” Goethe 
wrote. “Boyle relates an image of ten years.” And who is to say this afterimage is not equally real? 
(Nelson)
Section III 206. This much I can understand: that a physical theory... (such as Newton’s) 
cannot solve the problems that motivated Goethe, even if he himself didn’t solve them either. 
(Wittgenstein)
Page 73: For both Goethe and Maine de Biran..., observation is increasingly exteriorized; the 
viewing body and its objects begin to constitute a single field on which inside and outside are 
confounded. (Crary)
25. Goethe was interested in the case of “a lady, who, after a fall by which the eye was bruised, 
saw all objects, but especially white objects, glittering in colours, even to an intolerable degree.” 
(Nelson)
Section I 22. We do not want to establish a theory of colour (neither a physiological one nor a 
psychological one), but rather the logic of colour concepts. (Wittgenstein)
Page 74: For Schopenhauer, color was synonymous with the reactions and activity of the retina; 
Goethe, he believed, had erred in his attempt to formulate an objective truth about color, 
independent of the human body. (Crary)
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23. Goethe wrote Theory of Colours in a period of his life described by one critic as “a long interval, 
marked by nothing of distinguished note.” Goethe himself describes the period as one in which “a 
quiet, collected state of mind was out of the question. (Nelson)
Section I 70. Goethe’s theory of the constitution of the colours of the spectrum has not proved to 
be an unsatisfactory theory, rather it isn’t really a theory at all. Nothing can be predicted with it. It 
is, rather, a vague schematic outline [...] (Wittgenstein)
Page 75: For Schopenhauer, following Goethe, the fact that color manifests itself when the 
observer’s eyes are closed is central. He repeatedly demonstrated how “what occurs within the 
brain,” within the subject, is wrongly apprehended as occurring outside the brain in the world. 
(Crary)
52. Try, if you can, not to talk as if colors emanated from a single physical phenomenon. Keep in 
mind the effects of all the various surfaces, volumes, light-sources, films, expanses, degrees of 
solidity, solubility, temperature, elasticity, on color. Think of an object’s capacity to emit, reflect, 
absorb, transmit, or scatter light; think of “the operation of light on a feather.” Ask yourself, what 
is the color of a puddle? [...] (Nelson)
Section I 73. I cannot imagine that Goethe’s remarks about the characters of the colours and 
colour combinations could be of any use to a painter; they could be of hardly any to a decorator. 
The colour of a bloodshot eye might have a splendid effect as the colour of a wall-hanging. 
(Wittgenstein)
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What needs to be shown are 
the methods of seeing. 
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I want to be surrounded 
by something so visually 
simple but materially 
complicated as the sea. 
There are too many 
landmarks here, too many 
paths and places. I want to 
be lost. I want to lose track 
of where I came from and 
where I am headed. I want 
to make a fabric to do that. 
Then I will wrap it around 
myself and I will be gone. 
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Tonight, with this weather that could be unseasonably warm or unseasonably cool depending on 
the calendar, it was wet out. The air was laced with moisture and the wind was permeating the 
water. And as I said it could have been any time of year, so my mind couldn’t stay fixed in thoughts 
on the present, past, or future. I had the distinct feeling that I had just decided. I had made my 
choice. I knew what had to be done and I knew how I would write the history of everything that has 
happened: 
What the shape of events were, their arcs, crescendos, descents, splatters… 
What secrets had elusive effects on the shape of the story… 
What had now become apparently meaningless… 
What priorities would color most poignantly everything that was to come… 
It was not a bet, it was a pact with the universe. I know it.
But I might have failed to mention, I have no idea what any of this was about: Personal? Private? 
Work? Career? Romance? No clue on the specifics. Couldn’t tell you what it is I’m talking about. 
I guess it was just the weather giving me the sense that I had figured something out. 
Perhaps I just made a decision about the weather.
weather
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I am drawing the water: it 
moves very fast. It is cold out. 
The water keeps changing the 
method in which it is moved 
by the wind. Still, I can see the 
colors of the clouds reflected, 
there are just increased 
distortions of their image. 
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What is it 
like, always 
being the 
blue one? 
89
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I miss the salty 
feeling in the air, 
you could tell that 
it spent a while 
out there over the 
water, to come here 
and bring with it 
the sense of the 
water, and to slowly 
lose that sense the 
longer that it spends 
heading inland. 
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The first Jacquard turned 
out okay - that is the official 
verdict. Perhaps I should be 
grateful that the loom had to 
give up after one yard because 
the composition of the small 
piece might be better than a full 
repeat. As if that doesn’t add 
insult to injury. 
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shore narrative
There is never much use in talking
about anything.
What am I expected to say?
The sunset on the sea,
Very few of the boats would appear 
to be seaworthy any longer.
The clearer it is,
The better it comes off,
the pallor of dawn,
Though I rarely have any impulses 
in that regard any longer, either.
The less I know what I mean,
What was said.
the moon rising,
And to tell the truth I have never 
done any sailing at all, when one 
comes down to it.
Each word pounds down
 with consequences that escape me,
That ring out,
fishing boats against the moon,
Every boat I have made use of had 
an engine.
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As they echo,
I become slowly aware of what
seemed to be said.
and children making mud pies or pelting 
each
other with handfuls of grass,
This is scarcely including my 
rowboats, naturally.
But it seems that I do not share the 
same definitions of words.
something out of harmony with this 
jocundity and this serenity.
Which in either case I have rarely 
done more in than drift.
Or perhaps the same implications 
of sentence structure,
The same sense of timing.
There was the silent apparition of an 
ashen-coloured ship for instance, come, 
gone; there was a purplish stain upon the 
bland surface of the sea as if something 
had boiled and bled, invisibly, beneath. 
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Though I did give serious thought 
to the notion of rowing out beyond 
the breakers on that night on 
which my house was burning to the 
ground, actually, once it had struck 
me to wonder from how far out the 
flames might be seen.
I mean everything I say.
Every word of it.
This inclusion into a scene calculated 
to stir the most sublime reflections and 
lead to the most comfortable conclusions 
stayed their pacing.
Doubtless I would not have rowed 
nearly far enough, even if I had 
gone, since one would have surely 
had to row all the way beyond the 
horizon itself.
I’d like to think that this does not 
matter,
That somehow honesty will prevail,
It was difficult to blandly overlook them; to 
abolish their significance in the landscape; 
to continue, as one walked by the sea, 
to marvel how beauty outside mirrored 
beauty within.
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For that matter one might have 
actually been able to row as far as 
to where one was out of sight of 
the flames altogether, and yet still 
have been seeing the glow against 
the clouds.
Across the boundaries that we 
define ourselves to be,
That there is a porousness 
between liquid and solid,
Did Nature supplement what man 
advanced?
Which is to say one would have 
then been seeing the fire upside 
down, so to speak.
Mine and yours,
Yours and mine,
Did she complete what he began?
And not even the fire, but only an 
image of the fire.
But the longer I speak,
With equal complacence she saw his 
misery, his meanness, and his torture.
Possibly there were no clouds, 
however.
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The less likely that seems,
That dream, of sharing, completing, of 
finding in solitude on the beach an answer, 
was then but a reflection in a mirror, 
and the mirror itself was but the surface 
glassiness which forms in quiescence 
when the nobler powers sleep beneath? 
And in either case I no longer had a 
rowboat.
To be possible.
Impatient, despairing yet loth to go 
(for beauty offers her lures, has her 
consolations), to pace the beach 
was impossible; contemplation was 
unendurable; the mirror was broken.
From David Markson’s Wittgenstein’s Mistress
   From Virginia Woolf’s To the Lighthouse
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What is the point? 
There is nothing 
to make. I am not 
who the machine 
wants. The machine 
wants images and 
drawings, that is 
how it evolved: 
to obliterate 
communities of 
skilled laborers 
with it’s speed and 
ability to mimic 
their intricate 
motifs.
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How complicated can 
something become before 
it’s misunderstood?
101
lens II
Were I to turn a scratchy lens to my practice, what would I find?
How does an idea reach germination, or even enter in?
I can’t imagine doing just one thing once and be done.
Not to say that this has any implicit value, as a practice.
But when something manifests itself over and over,
How can it be stopped?
There, 
I have it,
I am doing this,
over and over.
Until?
Then I glance around for some reason to give for this action,
Both internal reasons to be thought and external reasons to be spoken.
These reasons are necessary for a variety of reasons.
The external message,
well,
obviously no one will leave me alone long enough to get anything done,
if I don’t tell them about it.
That’s what this is for.
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And the internal message just helps maintain clarity, 
which,
is absolutely inessential for the work,
often detrimental,
but it proves exceedingly useful for keeping the momentum up:
an arbitrary point on the horizon to focus on.
It’s not the way,
it’s not the goal,
but it’s something to look at,
to keep from swimming in circles.
Preventing small circles in favor of a wider globe.
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I went to the ocean today with 
my friends who were visiting 
from the city. We were awe struck 
by the water and the sand - the 
way that they moved, created 
dimension - but still occupying 
such a flat space in comparison to 
the buildings that we construct. 
The sky was unblocked and it had 
such a profound effect on all that 
I saw and felt. (Aspects that a 
photograph or video could not hope 
to capture. Such image making 
strategies always subdue the 
sky into something that is easily 
digestible.) Gravity, wind, light: 
sensations coloring my memories. 
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But how to get the 
meaning of color and 
surface into a textile 
without being too certain, 
or making a total mess?
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710
Perception situates ourselves in 
ourselves, while simultaneously 
allowing the ‘exterior’ world inside. 
When we wrap ourselves up in truly 
seeing and perceiving, the world 
paints our interior in its image.
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Being near the canal every day only 
barely reminds me of the ocean. 
Its boundaries are so regimented. 
It doesn’t have control over its 
own destiny. The way it changes 
its movement is a small protest 
against its containment (and its 
embarrassment). Sometimes at 
night it moves so still and fluidly 
that it looks like oil, it appears very 
dangerous and sinister. I would not 
go in at those times, but I would 
never want to go in because it often 
looks and smells intangibly dirty. 
Does it think the same of me, in 
comparison to my potential? 
109
time/space
One of the crucial provocations for Bergson, and a constant 
reference point, is Zeno’s paradox.
This was my ritual: 
The message which the paradox is used to hammer home is 
that movement (a continuum) cannot be broken up into discrete 
instants.
I put the mug in the microwave and set the time to 1:11:00, the time I want to swim the SC 100m 
breaststroke in 1987. 
‘It is… because the continuum cannot be reduced to an aggregate 
of points that movement cannot be reduced to what is static.
Then I cover my eyes with one hand, finger on the start panel, imagining my starting block and the 
pool: 
Continua and movements imply one another.’ 
a vast table of water, still and clear.
This is an important argument but it is an argument about the 
nature of time, 
I see the dirty grout between the small white tiles.
about the impossibility of reducing real movement to stasis 
multiplied by infinity; 
The lane ropes pulled taut along the surface.
the impossibility of deriving history from a succession of slices 
through time.
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A long, sharp whistle calls us onto the blocks.
However the line of thought gets tangled up with an idea of space.
The quiet is sudden.
Thus, in Matter and Memory [he writes] ‘the arguments of Zeno of 
Elea have no other origin than this illusion.
My hands reach to touch the sandpapery block, between my toes.
‘They all consist in making time and movement coincide with the 
line which underlies them,
I push start on the microwave.
in attributing them the same subdivisions as to the line,
Breathe, dive.
in short in treating them like that line.
In the kitchen, in my track pants, there are eight or nine strokes the first length, a two-handed 
touch, and silence again in the turn.
In this confusion Zeno was encouraged by common sense, 
I hear a faucet upstairs turn on, then off.
which usually carries over to the movement the properties of its 
trajectory,
In my mind I am ahead, no one in the periphery.
and also by language,
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My legs start to tire.
which always translates movement and duration in terms of 
space.’
I lay a hand on the countertop at fifty meters, knees and chest hurting.
The rejected time of instantaneous time-slices attracts the label 
‘spatial’, as in: what is at stake is the ‘primacy of the heterogenous 
time of temporal difference over the spatialized time of 
metrication with its quantitative segments and instants’. 
When I breathe I see the officials dressed in white at the end of the lanes, legs apart and hands 
behind their backs, looking grimly down into the pool.
Immediately this association renders space in a negative light, as 
the lack of ‘movement’ or ‘duration’.
Halfway down the pool on the final length I hear a sharp beeping and open my eyes -- the 
microwave is flashing 00:00:00. 
And so, to the list of dualisms within which these philosophies are 
doing combat (continua rather than discontinuities, process rather 
than things…) is added time rather than space.
Too slow by about five seconds. 
From Doreen Massey’s For Space
From Leanne Shapton’s Swimming Studies
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I wonder about 
mud, and sand, 
and the sea 
floor... what color 
is it? What color 
is the sky?
What color is...? 
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I am afraid that everyone has 
realized my weakness, I have 
forgotten how to swim. I’m sure that 
I knew once, I believe the memories 
that I have of swimming when I 
was young, but now I get nervous 
in the water when I lose the ability 
to touch the ground. It generates a 
greater and more potent fear than 
any actually dangerous situation I’ve 
known has induced.
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What happens after it goes under? It comes back up, it always comes back up. Does it go under 
one? Does it go under two? Does it go under three? Doesn’t matter. It’s going to come back up. Is it 
up over one? Is it up over two? Is it up over three? You get the picture: it goes down, stays down for 
a bit, comes up, stays up for a bit, and again on repeat. Or if you’re lucky, if you have the facilities, 
it doesn’t repeat… but even still… It’s going down and coming up. If it didn’t do those things, again 
and again, you would have nothing, you’d have a mess, you’d drown.
conclusion: drown
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Alaimo, Stacy. Exposed: environmental politics and pleasures in posthuman times. University of 
Minnesota Press, 2016, Minnesota.
 “The anthropocene is no time for transcendent, definitive mappings, transparent 
knowledge systems, or confident epistemologies. Surely, all those things got us into this 
predicament to begin with, where presumed mastery over an externalized “nature” is all too 
triumphant, and yet also rebounds in unexpected, and usually unwanted ways.” (p. 3)
-----. “Violet-Black: Ecologies of the Abyssal Zone” Prismatic Ecology: Ecotheory Beyond Green, 
edited by Jeffrey Jerome Cohen, University of Minnesota Press, 2013, Minneapolis.
 “What possibilities does this eerie and entrancing hue pose for new materialist and 
posthumanist ecologies of the depths? And how do the prismatic bioluminescent displays 
of creatures in the abyss provoke recognitions of the multitude of aquatic modes of being, 
communicating, and knowing? Violet-black ecologies of the abyssal zones entice us to descend, 
rather than transcend, to unmoor ourselves from terrestrial and humanist presumptions, as 
sunlight, air, and horizons disappear, replaced by dark liquid expanses and the flashing spectrum 
of light produced by abyssal creatures. (p. 235)
Albers, Josef. Interaction of Color. Yale University Press, 2013, New Haven & London.
 “In musical compositions, so long as we hear merely single tones, we do not hear music. 
Hearing music depends on the recognition of the in-between of the tones, of their placing and 
their spacing.  In writing, a knowledge of spelling has nothing to do with an understanding of 
poetry. Equally, a factual identification of colors within a given painting has nothing to do with 
a sensitive seeing nor with an understanding of the color action within the painting. Our study 
of color differs fundamentally from a study which anatomically dissects colorants (pigments) 
and physical qualities (wavelength). Our concern is the interaction of color; that is, seeing what 
happens between colors. We are able to hear a single tone. But we almost never (that is, without 
special devices) see a single color unconnected and unrelated to other colors. Colors present 
themselves in continuous flux, constantly related to changing neighbors and changing conditions. 
As a consequence, this proves for the reading of color what Kandinsky often demanded for the 
reading of art: what counts is not the what but the how.” (p. 5)
Barad, Karen. Meeting the  Universe Halfway: Quantum Physics and the Entanglement of Matter 
and Meaning. Duke University Press, 2007, Durham/London.
 “In particular, Bohr’s naturalist commitment to understanding both the nature of nature 
and the nature of science according to what our best scientific theories tell us led him to what he 
took to be the heart of the lesson of quantum physics: we are a part of that nature that we seek 
to understand. [...] I am sympathetic to Bohr’s view that philosophy is integral to physics. Indeed, 
Einstein felt much the same way and once quipped: “Of course, every theory is true, provided you 
suitably associate its symbols with observed quantities.” In other words, physics without 
reading list
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philosophy can only be a meaningless exercise in the manipulation of symbols and things, much 
the same as philosophy without any understanding of the physical world can only be an exercise 
in making meaning about symbols and things that have no basis in the world.” (p. 67-68)
Barr, Alfred H. “Cubism and Abstract Art”. Abstraction, edited by Maria Lind, Whitechapel Gallery 
and MIT Press, 2013.
 “The shape of the square confronts the silhouette of the amoeba.” (p. 33) 
Batchelor, David. Chromophobia. Reaktion Books, 2000, London.
 “Figuratively, colour has always meant the less-than-true and the not-quite-real. The 
Latin colorem is related to celare, to hide or conceal; in Middle English ‘to color’ is to embellish or 
adorn, to disguise, to render specious or plausible, to misrepresent.” (p. 52)
-----. The Luminous and the Grey. Reaktion Books, 2014, London.
 “Colour is a given of our sensory experience since birth; it precedes our entry into 
language and for the most part remains outside our linguistic selves. We can’t choose to be or not 
to be in colour, but at the same time we can barely know, measure or describe the colour we are 
in. It is only in our representations - in stories and pictures - that we can step outside colour, and 
perhaps that is one reason why there are so many stories and pictures where colour is missing 
from the world.” (p. 13)
Blum, Hester. “The Prospect of Ocean Studies.” PMLA, Volume 125, Number 3, May 2010, pp. 670–
677.
“The ready availability—and undeniable utility—of fluidity as an oceanic figure means that the 
actual sea has often been rendered immaterial in transnational work, however usefully such work 
formulates the ethos of transnationalism and oceanic studies alike.” (p.1)
Calvino, Italo. Mr. Palomar. Harcourt, 1983, Orlando.
“The swimming ego of Mr. Palomar is immersed in a disembodied world, intersections of force 
fields, vectorial diagrams, bands of position lines that converge, diverge, break up/ But inside him 
there remains one point in which everything exists in another way, like a lump, like a clot, like a 
blockage: the sensation that you are here but could not be here, in a world that could not be but 
is.” (p. 17)
Carter, Paul. “Dark with Excess of Bright: Mapping the Coastlines of Knowledge”. Mappings, edited 
by Denis Cosgrove, Reaktion Books, 1999, London.
“An interesting line (as it were) could be drawn from Hogarth’s serpentine ‘line of beauty’ to 
John Ruskin’s ‘abstract lines in nature’ Along its axis would be found inter alia William Playfair’s 
innovative representation of the National Debt as a continuous mountain-range graph, Ernst 
Chladni’s sound forms (1785), which, by representing vowels as linear patterns, held out the 
promise of a universal sound writing, and hence the realization of that Royal Society chimaera, a 
universal language, and Erasmus Darwin’s derivation of our idea of beauty from the profile of the 
female breast, not to mention the mathematician Euler’s principle lineae curvae maximi minimive 
proprietatibus gaudentes and the embryologist’s concept of orthogenesis. The salient feature 
of these linearizations of phenomena (no less than of the conventional histories of science and 
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ideas that place them in a progressive line of descent) is that they correspond in the metaphysical 
sphere to the laws of motion Newton laid down in the physical sphere: they are uniform, 
dimensionless and self-repeating. They refer to a time which displays no temporal variation, to a 
space that like the grid of the map projection pretends to have no effect on the objects it contains. 
Their continuation, their extension in any direction,does not signify an attractive force acting on 
them locally but an innate propensity to self-reproduction. The result is a geometrical analogue 
of the doctrine of Progress, an irresistible forward movement which poses as the unchanging 
repetition of an initial impulse.” (p.127)
Cohen, Jeffrey Jerome. “Introduction: Ecology’s Rainbow”. Prismatic Ecology: Ecotheory Beyond 
Green, edited by Jeffrey Jerome Cohen, University of Minnesota Press, 2013, Minneapolis.
 “A natural phenomenon as simple as a rainbow, sudden child of pluvial prism, illustrates 
well how ensnarled relations among human actors and inhuman actors may be. This ethereal 
spectrum shimmers when a tumble of rain drops refracts and reflects daylight back to an 
observer at an angle of 42 degrees. For the sun’s white brilliance to separate into its constituent 
colors, its rays must arrive from directly behind the perceiver. The source of a rainbow’s luminosity 
therefore cannot be glimpsed at the same time as the rainbow itself. A rainbow must constantly 
be renewed to remain visible. Once the mist or showers stop, the bow is gone. The rainbow that 
we glimpse one moment is the gift of different water than the previous moment. But these 
ethereal bands of color are even more complicated. Like the horizon, rainbows are perspectival 
and therefore exist in no particular location. Since the angle of ocular perception cannot precisely 
coincide for any two onlookers, to stand in a slightly different place yields a different arc. [...] We 
could diagram the conditions necessary to observe a rainbow, placing the human in the middle, 
the sun directly behind, and a plummet of raindrops above. Yet this totality is impossible as a lived 
perspective. When we see the rainbow we are enmeshed within refracted light from an obscured 
source. The arc of radiant colors is a medial thing, a cocreation. Its polychromatic curve arrives 
through optical and biological intimacy with color, through a prismatic impress that engenders 
ecological composition.” (p. xxv-xxvi)
Cohen, Margaret. “The Chronotopes of the Sea.” The Novel: Forms and Themes, Vol. 2 edited by 
Franco Moretti, Princeton University Press, 2006, New Jersey. (p. 647-666)
 “Exceeding the powers of imagination as well as conventional plausibility, the 
extravagance of blue water happenings is not a mark of their fanciful status, as in some literary 
contexts. Rather it is testimony to their existence: blue-water events are strange and therefore 
true.” (p. 651)
Deutscher, Guy. Through the Language Glass: Why The World Looks Different in Other Languages. 
Metropolitan Books, 2010, New York.
 “Now, when the mirror is turned to our own linguistic vagueness, the idea that our 
‘defective’ color vocabulary has anything to do with defective eyesight immediately appears 
ludicrous. Of course English speakers can see the difference between navy blue and sky blue. It’s 
simply that their cultural conventions regard these as shade of the same color (even though the 
two colors actually differ by wavelength just as much as sky blue does from green…)” (p. 69)
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Haraway, Donna J. “The Biopolitics of Postmodern Bodies: Constitutions of Self in Immune System 
Discourse.” Simians, Cyborgs, and Women: The Reinvention of Nature, Routledge, 1991, New York.
 “The individual is a constrained accident, not the highest fruit of earth history’s labors. 
In metazoan organisms, at least two units of selection, cellular and individual, pertain; and their 
‘harmony’ is highly contingent. The parts are not for the whole. There is no part/whole relation at 
all, in any sense that Aristotle would recognize.” (p. 220) 
-----. “Situated Knowledges: The Science Question in Feminism and the Privilege of Partial 
Perspective.” Simians, Cyborgs, and Women: The Reinvention of Nature, Routledge, 1991, New 
York.
 “We need to learn in our bodies, endowed with primate color and stereoscopic vision, 
how to attach the objective to our theoretical and political scanners in order to name where we 
are and are not, in dimensions of mental and physical space we hardly know how to name. So, 
not so perversely, objectivity turns out to be about particular and specific embodiment, and 
definitely not about the false vision promising transcendence of all limits and responsibility. The 
moral is simple: only partial perspective promises objective vision. [...] The ‘eyes’ made available 
in modern technological sciences shatter any idea of passive vision; these prosthetic devices 
show us that all eyes, including our own organic ones, are active perceptual systems, building 
in translations and and specific ways of seeing, that is, ways of life. There is no unmediated 
photograph or passive camera obscura in scientific accounts of bodies and machines; there are 
only highly specific visual possibilities, each with a wonderfully detailed, active, partial ways of 
organizing worlds. All these pictures of the world should not be allegories of infinite mobility and 
interchangeability, but of elaborate specificity and difference and the loving care people might 
take to learn how to see faithfully from another’s point of view, even when that other is our own 
machine.” (p. 190)
Herzogenrath, Bernd. “White”. Prismatic Ecology: Ecotheory Beyond Green, edited by Jeffrey 
Jerome Cohen, University of Minnesota Press, 2013, Minneapolis.
 “True to the dictum of chaos physics and complexity theory [...] its autopoietic (i.e., 
self-organizing, without any external agent) capacities reveal themselves at states ‘far from 
equilibrium,’ when matter crosses thresholds (e.g., phase states). These capacities are hidden 
at a state of equilibrium that in the ‘traditional sciences’ is regularly taken as the characteristic 
and essential feature of matter. Thus strategies of slowing down, stabilizing, and homogenizing 
matter result in an account of matter as passive, chaotic, and ‘stupid’ - a mere mass or object to 
be ‘informed’ by an outside spirit, force, subject, or God.” (p. 5)
Itten, Johannes. The Elements of Color. Translated by Ernst van Hagen, Van Nostrand Reinhold 
Company, 1970.
 “Neutral gray is a characterless, indifferent, achromatic color, very readily influenced 
by contrasting shade and hue. It is mute, but easily excited to thrilling resonances. Any color 
will instantly transform gray from its neutral, achromatic state to a complementary color effect 
corresponding mathematically to the activating color. This transformation occurs subjectively, 
in the eye, not objectively in the colors themselves. Gray is a sterile neuter, dependent on its 
neighboring colors for life and character. It attenuates their force and mellows them. It will 
reconcile violent oppositions by absorbing their strength and thereby, vampirelike, assuming a life 
of its own.” (p. 37)
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Joy, Eileen A. “Blue”. Prismatic Ecology: Ecotheory Beyond Green, edited by Jeffrey Jerome Cohen, 
Minnesota, 2013, Minneapolis.
 “...as a literary scholar, I want to think about certain sites in literary texts that are 
saturated or charged with lonely, watery, and blue affects that also, paradoxically, offer openings 
toward more capacious modes of interlinear ecological entanglements (reading and writing, with 
salt in our eyes, between the lines of our enmeshment with everything), where we might allow 
ourselves to be 
traversed by others’ emotions, by the weather, which traversals might then become a valuable 
form of aesthetic (if sad) solidarity. And our shared uncertainty will figure, ‘not as terror but as 
erotic collective being.’ I consider this thought (and feeling) experiment important because I am 
increasingly appalled by the political discourses so predominant today, especially on the 
conservative right, where everyone is made to feel as if everything that happens to them is simply 
their, and not our, predicament, not our concern, and where becoming an individual, as Zygmunt 
Bauman has argued, is not a choice, or even a communal endeavor, but a fate.” (p. 216-7)
Lange-Berndt, Petra. “Introduction: How to be Complicit with Materials.” Materiality, Whitechapel 
Press, 2015, Cambridge, Massachusetts.
 “But it might prove useful in the end to avoid the discrepancy between the phenomenal 
and the material - to describe instead the phenomenon of materiality, or the materiality-effect, 
the end result of the process whereby one is convinced of the materiality of something. To 
understand the languages that emanate from materials or the atmosphere connected to them one 
especially needs to consider what happens after the work of the artist is done, once materials are 
submitted to the forces of time, gravity or the elements.” (p. 17) 
Latour, Bruno. Pandora’s Hope: Essays on the Realities of Science Studies. Harvard University 
Press, 1999, Cambridge Massachusetts.
 “In order to understand the chain of transformation, and to grasp the dialectic of gain 
and loss that, as we have seen, characterizes each stage, we must look from above as well as at 
the cross-section [...] From forest to expedition report, we have consistently re-represented the 
forest-savanna transition as if drawing two isosceles triangles covering each other in reverse. 
Stage by stage, we lost locality, particularity, materiality, multiplicity, and continuity, such that, in 
the end, there was scarcely anything left but a few leaves of paper. Let us give the name reduction 
to the first triangle, whose tip is all that finally counts. But at each stage we have not only 
reduced, we have also gained or regained, since, with the same work of re-representation, we have 
been able to obtain much greater compatibility, standardization, text, calculation, circulation, 
and relative universality, such that by the end, inside the field report, we hold not only all of Boa 
Vista (to which we can return), but also the explanation of its dynamic. We have been able, at 
every stage, to extend our link with already established practical knowledge, starting with the old 
trigonometry placed ‘behind’ phenomena and ending up with all of the ecology, the new findings 
of ‘botanical pedology.’ Let us call this second triangle, by which the tiny transect of Boa Vista has 
been endowed with a vast and powerful basis, amplification.” (p. 70-71)
-----. “What is Iconoclash? Or is There a World Beyond the Image Wars?” Iconoclash edited by 
Bruno Latour and Peter Weibel. MIT Press, 2002, Massachusetts.
 “This paradox of scientific images is again entirely lost by the image warriors who would 
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violently ask us to choose between the visible and the invisible, the image and the prototype, the 
real world out there and the made up, artificial world in there. They cannot understand that the 
more artifactual the inscription, the better its ability to connect, to ally with others, to generate 
even better objectivity. Thus, to request the idol-breakers to smash the many mediators of science 
in order to reach the real world out there, better and faster, would be a call for barbarism, for 
enlightenment. Do we really have to spend century alternating violently between constructivism 
realism, between artificiality and authenticity?”
Marcus, Ben. The Age of Wire and String. Dalkey Archive Press, 1995, London.
 “A catalogue of poses and motions produced from within a culture may read, then, like 
a form of special pleading, or, at the very least, like a product that must be ravaged of bias by 
scholars prepared to act as objective witnesses. It has, however been demonstrated by Sernier 
(and others, although without violence) that the outer gaze alters the inner thing, that by looking 
at an object we destroy it with our desire, that for accurate vision to occur the thing must be 
trained to see itself, or otherwise perish in blindness, flawed.” (p. 3-4)
-----. Notable American Women. Vintage, 2002, New York.
 “When the time comes, and the day has failed, and this book is finished or tossed away in 
disgust or quietly put aside after being just casually scanned and dismissed; when this moment 
arrives, if I should exit this place heading north, please let no one care to follow me or even watch 
my last body as it falls from sight over the hill. I prefer not to be seen or known or discussed. I 
should be given a head start of a ten-count.” (p. 62)
Markson, David. Wittgenstein’s Mistress. Dalkey Archive Press, 1988, London.
 “And what have I been saying that has now made me think about Achilles again? 
Now is perhaps not the correct word in any case. 
By which I mean that I was undeniably thinking about Achilles at the moment when I started 
typing that sentence, but was no longer thinking about him by the time I finished it. 
One allows one’s self to finish such sentences, of course. 
Even if by the time one has managed to indicate that one is thinking about one thing, one has 
actually begun thinking about another.” (p. 62)
Massey, Doreen. For Space. Sage Publications, 2005, London.
 “This kind of space of modernity, in other words, doesn’t see space as emerging from 
interaction, nor as the sphere of multiplicity, nor as essentially open and ongoing. It is a taming of 
the challenge of the spatial. This is a far deeper victory of time over space than the oft-referred-
to deprioritization. ‘Recognising spatiality’ involves (could involve) recognising coevalness, the 
existence of trajectories which have at least some degree of autonomy from each other (which 
are not simply alignable into one linear story). It is this that I shall take it to mean in what follows. 
On this reading, the spatial, crucially, is the realm of the configuration of potentially dissonant 
(or concordant) narratives. Places, rather than being locations of coherence, become the foci of 
the meeting and the nonmeeting of the previously unrelated and thus integral to the generation 
of novelty. The spatial in its role of bringing distinct temporalities into new configurations sets 
off new social processes. And in turn, this emphasises the nature of narratives, of time itself, as 
being not about the unfolding of some internalised story (some already-established identities) 
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- the self-producing story of Europe but about interaction and the process of the constitution of 
identities - the reformulated notion of (the multiplicities of) colonisation.” (p. 71)
Nelson, Maggie. Bluets. Wave Books, 2009, Seattle and New York.
 “1. Suppose I were to say that I had fallen in love with a color. Suppose I were to speak 
this as though it were a confession; suppose I shredded my napkin as we spoke. It began slowly. 
An appreciation, an affinity. Then, one day, it became more serious. Then (looking into an empty 
teacup, its bottom stained with thin brown excrement coiled into the shape of a seahorse) it 
became somehow personal.” (p. 1)
Pastoureau, Michel. The Devil’s Cloth: A History of Stripes. Translated by Jody Gladding, 
Washington Square Press, 2001, New York.
 “People in the Middle Ages seemed to feel an aversion for all surface structures which, 
because they did not clearly distinguish the figure from the background, troubled the spectator’s 
view. [...] An image was created by superimposing successive levels, and, to read it well, it was 
necessary - contrary to our modern habits - to begin with the bottom level and, passing through 
all the intermediary layers, end with the top one. Now, with stripes, such a reading is no longer 
possible. There is not a level below and a level above, a background color and a figure color. One 
and only one bichrome exists, divided into an even number of stripes of alternating colors. With 
the stripe [...] the structure is the figure. Is that where the scandal originates?” (p. 3)
Plath, Sylvia. Ariel. Harper, 1999, New York.
 “In any case, you are always there,
 Tremulous breath at the end of my line,
 Curve of water upleaping…” (“Medusa” p. 44)
Poling, Clark V. Kandinsky’s Teaching at the Bauhaus: Color Theory and Analytical Drawing. Rizzoli, 
1986, New York.
 “Kandinsky discussed the modern phenomenon of specialization in 
the intellectual and spiritual disciplines - the isolation of religion, ethics, art, science, and 
philosophy. Even these individual fields were compartmentalized - as, for example, in the divisions 
between the arts and, within painting itself, between the various genres. Such specialization 
he saw as arising especially out of the nineteenth century, though it continued to plague the 
twentieth. To this condition he counterposed the ideal of synthesis, by which he meant the unity 
of all fields of mental activity, but particularly of all of the arts and of the opposing poles within 
recent art: form versus content, and theory versus intuition.” (p. 29)
Sacks, Oliver. “The Case of the Colorblind Painter”. An Anthropologist on Mars: Seven Paradoxical 
Tales, Vintage Books, 1995, New York.
  “This sense of loss is not, of course, experienced by those born totally colorblind. This is 
brought out in another letter I received recently from a charming and intelligent woman, Frances 
Futterman, born totally colorblind. She contrasted her own situation with that of Jonathan I.: ‘I 
was struck by how different that kind of experience must he, compared to my own experience of 
never having seen color before, thus never having lost it—and also never having been depressed 
about my colorless world… The way I see in and of itself is not depressing. In fact, I am frequently 
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overwhelmed by the beauty of the natural world... People say I must see in sheds of gray or in 
“black and white,” but I don’t think so. The word gray has no more meaning for me than the word 
pink or blue—in fact, even less meaning, because I have developed inner concepts of color 
words like pink and blue; but, for the life of me, I can’t conceive of gray.’ Though Mrs. Futterman’s 
experience is certainly different from Mr. I.’s, both remark on the meaninglessness of the word 
“grey,” a word that can no more convey anything to the achromatic than can “darkness” to the 
blind, or “silence” to the deaf. Mrs. Futterman remarks, as Mr. I. came to, on the beauty of her 
world. ‘I would be willing to bet” she says, “that if we were tested along with normals in low 
lighting levels, we would be able to detect far more shades of gray. Black and white photos looks 
far too stark to me. The world I see has so much more richness and variety than black-and-white 
photos or TV shows… My vision is a lot richer than normals can imagine.’” (p.33)
Schapiro, Meyer. “Nature of Abstract Art.” Abstraction, edited by Maria Lind, Whitechapel Gallery 
and MIT Press, 2013.
 “These views are thoroughly one-sided and rest on a mistaken idea of what a 
representation is. There is no passive. ‘Photographic’ representation in the sense described; 
the scientific elements of representation in older art’s anatomy, light and shade are ordering 
principles and expressive means as well as devices of rendering. All renderings of objects, no 
matter how exact they seem, even photographs, proceed from values, methods and viewpoints 
which somehow shape the image and often determine its contents. On the other hand. there is 
no ‘pure art’, unconditioned by experience-, all fantasy and formal construction, even the random 
scribbling of the hand. are shaped by experience and by non-aesthetic concerns.” (p. 41-42)
Shapton, Leanne. Swimming Studies. Penguin Random House, 2012, New York.
 “Water is elemental, it’s what we’re made of, what we can’t live within or without. Trying 
to define what swimming means to me is like looking at a shell sitting in a few feet of clear, still 
water. There it is, in sharp focus, but once I reach for it, breaking the surface, the ripples refract 
the shell. It becomes five shells, twenty-five shells, some smaller, some larger, and I blindly feel 
for what I saw perfectly before trying to grasp it.” (p. 1)
Steinberg, Philip E. “Of Other Seas: Metaphors and Materialities in Maritime 
Regions.” Atlantic Studies, Vol. 10, no. 2, 2013, p. 156-169. Taylor & Francis Online, doi: 
10.1080/14788810.2013.785192
 “However, it is premised on a reduction of the space inbetween - the coast - to an abstract 
space without dimension. In fact, just as coasts are exceptionally rich spaces for understanding 
the linkages that constitute maritime regions, they are useful spaces for unpacking the 
fundamental binary between land and water (or dry space and wet space) that underpins the 
modern notion of state territoriality. Swamps, estuaries, islands (especially barrier islands), 
and even spaces that may be quite far from coasts, such as wetlands, ships, and ice floes all 
complicate the land-sea divide and thereby lead us to question assumed understandings wherein 
landmasses are the spaces of society and oceans are simply zones of exchange. As ocean region 
scholars, we should be well equipped to extend our focus from the materiality of the ocean to the 
materiality of the coast (and other spaces that are”not clearly land or water).” (p.163)
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Steryerl, Hito. “Documentary Uncertainty.” Abstraction, edited by Maria Lind, Whitechapel Gallery 
and MIT Press, 2013.
 “There could not be any less ‘objective document (so to speak) than those pictures, since 
they are made from the position of so-called embeddedness, which basically renounces most 
pretensions of objectivity and critical distance. In order to be able to join the troops, journalists 
had to endure quite dramatic restrictions of the freedom of press. But what if we had to realize 
that, in this world, we are all somehow embedded in global capitalism? And that the step back, 
towards critical distance and objectivity, was [...] always already an ideological illusion? In one 
sense, this is probably true. And paradoxically, one can thus say that there is no more truth and 
certainly not within documentarism. But let us reverse the perspective: what if the contrary is 
the case and it is precisely those blurred and unfocused pictures from the cell phone camera 
that express the truth of the situation much better than any objectivist report could? Because 
these pictures do not really represent anything. They are just too unfocused. They are as post-
representational as the majority of contemporary politics. But amazingly, we can still speak of 
truth with regard to them.” (p. 166-167)
Wittgenstein, Ludwig. Remarks on Color. Edited by G. E. M. Anscombe, Translated by Linda L. 
McAlister, Wiley-Blackwell, 1991.
 “108. The first ‘solution’ which occurs to us for the problem of colours is that the ‘pure’ 
colour concepts refer to points or tiny indivisible patches of space. Question: how are we to 
compare the colours of two such points? Simply by letting one’s gaze move from one to the other? 
Or by moving a coloured object? If the latter, how do we know the object has not changed colour in 
the process; if the former, how can we compare the colored points without the comparison being 
influenced by what surrounds them?” (p. 30e)
Woolf, Virginia. To the Lighthouse. Harcourt, New York, 1959.
 “Lily stepped back to get her canvas - so - into perspective. It was an odd road to be 
walking, this of painting. Out and out one went, further and further, until at last one seemed to 
be on a narrow plank, perfectly alone, over the sea. And she dipped into the blue paint, and she 
dipped too into the past there.” (p. 172)
-----. The Waves. Harcourt, New York, 1959.
 “The sun had not yet risen. The sea was indistinguishable from the sky, except that the 
sea was slightly creased as if a cloth had wrinkles in it. Gradually as the sky whitened a dark 
line lay on the horizon dividing the sea from the sky and the grey cloth became barred with thick 
strokes moving, one after another, beneath the surface, following each other, pursuing each other, 
perpetually.” (p. 1)
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